CHAPTER XVII
AGATHA
THE dancing academy of the celebrated Dupre in Turin
was then at the zenith of its reputation. All the dancers,
male and female, of the opera were there, the latter accom-
panied by their mothers. I had not been many days in Turin
when I visited the academy, and as I was passing through
one of the rooms, became interested particularly in one of
the young women. She was tall, with fine delicate features,
and was dancing with a man who, when he had occasion to
find fault with her, spoke so grossly and harshly, that my
blood boiled. I had noticed a woman among the parents
whom I instinctively felt must be the mother of the girl
I was watching. I was right. She told me she was from
Lucca, and was a widow, and poor.
'How is it you are poor, young and beautiful as you are,
and with a daughter like that?'
She gave me a significant glance, and at that moment
the girl, who was called Agatha, came up and asked her
for a handkerchief to wipe her face.
'Allow me to offer you mine, signorita.*
Mine was white, and perfumed with essence of rose; and
when she handed it back, I said, 'You cannot return it with-
out having had it washed, my pretty lady.'
She smiled. The ice was broken, and we made acquaint-
ance.
I persuaded Dupre to give a ball at my expense. All the
dancers were invited, and only professionals were to be
allowed to dance; but tickets were issued at a ducat each,
which admitted ladies and gentleman to supper and as on-
lookers. Agatha had no dress to appear in, so I asked Ma-
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